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Cheng's throat and strangled him deftly and daintily.

The tailor began to tremble like a rippling snake.
His eyes, going mad, squinted at Yih Chong's corpse.
The dainty little man who had strangled Yih Chong
knelt besides the tailor and strangled him too.

The men searched the rooms and the clothes of
the dead without finding anything but some money
in Yih Chong's gown. They went out of the house and
dispersed at once on the road.

Sun Yat Sen was accompanying the man with the
scarred chin.

'* Well, Wen-Fang knows about me now," the man
murmured. " And TJ-Sung, We-Huan Ken, Mao Nun ?
I don't think that Wen-Fang told this man the names
of the people who really work for him. But we have
to investigate . . . Well, Sun Yat Sen, little brave
man, how are you ? Give your brother my com-
pliments."

Sun Yat Sen was walking quietly. His manly
forehead frowned, his childish lips hung open.
He was thinking hard.

"There is something I don't understand," he said
slowly.

"If I can I'll explain."

" Yih Chong was strangled because he was a traitor.
But why the tailor ? A poor man who didn't know
what, he was really doing. He was indebted to Tuan
Chee who forced him to do things which he did not
understand even. I don't think we should strangle
people like this. One should talk to him, make him
understand, convince him. One should even help him
against Tuan Chee. He was a very frightened man.
He would never betray us, seeing we strangle men.'*